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Please Hold 


Please don't let me get molested Please. Ill do anything. Just please let me get through this 


The first day on any job was difficult and Wiley was all but sweating bullets as he sat at the desk in the 
functional little reception area. There was an intercom for letting people in and barred off and blacked out 
windows to stop nosy neighbours from peering in. He could have been working for a porn company with all the 


security and darkened glass that surrounded the building. But he wasn't. 

Taylor had gotten him the job. Good, old Taylor with his cheeky smile and desire to help all of his friends. 
"Come and work for us," he'd said. "You'll enjoy it," he'd said. "We're a good bunch of guys," he'd said. 

One thing that you didnt say is that your boss has a wandering eye and possibly wandering hands and also has a 
thing for blondes. You didnt tell me that, did you, Taylor? No, you'd never fell me that. No wonder you always look 
so fucking happy, asshole. Well, you can keep him away from me, blondie. | dont want any part of that. | only 


came here because | need a fucking job. Not to be your boss's mount. 


"Hey! Newbie!" 


A wad of rolled up paper bounced off the back of Wiley's head. He slipped a little further down in to the deep, 
padded seat. At least they had comfortable chairs that he could attempt to hide in 


A hand ruffled his hair and Wiley tilted his head up. The chair moved with him, momentarily catching him off 
balance. He squawked and flailed as he tried to maintain himself. The same hand caught the chair and corrected 
it, pushing him back in front of the computer. 

"Gotta be careful with those chairs, Wiley. They're calibrated to maintain your back, not wreck it." 

"| gathered," he mumbled. 

He could see Dave's reflection in the computer monitor. The man with the long, ring-letted hair and neatly 
trimmed beard was giving him a doe-eyed look. It was the same look that he'd seen Taylor use when he wanted 
something. 

"How you doin’? Getting to grips with it all?" 

"Yeah. I'm getting there." 

He was. And he wasn't. Computers he could do. The phone system.. That was a whole other kettle of fish and, 
while he could answer it, he hadn't yet worked out how to transfer calls. So he'd taken to writing down 
messages and numbers and running them to their respective people. 

The phone chose that moment to ring and Wiley grabbed the handset. His nervousness sent it sliding through 
his grip and clattering to the desk like the proverbial slippery fish that it was. He made a grab for it only for 
Dave to get to it first. 

"Studio 606. Dave speaking. How may | help?" 

Curling himself in to the chair, Wiley tried to make himself as small and as invisible as possible. Above him, 
with one hand still resting on the back of the chair, Dave ummed and ahhed with whoever was on the phone. 


Finally, after what felt like several painfully long hours, he said, "Sure, I'll see you Friday. lOam." 


The phone was replaced back on the cradle before Dave crouched down so that he was on an eye level with 


Wiley. 
"Why don't you use the headset?" 
Wiley looked at him blankly and brushed a handful of corkscrew hair from his eyes. "Headset." 


"Yeah. Headset." The dark haired man reached to beside the phone and pulled out a slender metal headband with 


an ear piece and tiny microphone attached. "It'll make it easier for you." 


"Oh. | wondered what that cord was for." 
Dave smiled and handed it to him. "Every day's a school day." 
With Dave gone, Wiley slipped the headset over his hair and settled the microphone by his lips. 


Whats the deal with you and Dave, Taylor? Do you keep him supplied with people to fuck? Why dont you fuck 


him? Or do you and you just need a rest from time fo time? 

There was no denying it, Dave was a good looking guy. Shockingly so for someone who put away coffee and 
fried food like most people put away salad and bottled water. And he was sweet. Painfully sweet. It was just 
the creeping feeling that he wanted something more that Wiley couldn't shake. 


Or maybe he was just mistranslating Dave's niceness into him being a bit of a creep who wanted nothing more 


than to haul Wiley's pants down and bang his ass? 

The phone rang again and Wiley looked at it as though it had been hauled from the seventh circle of Hell by 
Satan himself. With the headset strapped to his skull, he was suddenly unsure of what to do. Tentatively he 
pressed the flashing light and held his breath as it connected. 

"Studio 606. Wiley speaking. How may | help you?" 

"Ah. You answered the phone. Good" Dave. 

Wiley squeezed his eyes shut and bit back a retort. 


"Can you transfer me to extension 64, please?" 


"Dave, we don't have an extension b9. Stop fuc-" Wiley's eyes travelled down the list of internal numbers. "Oh. 


Sorry. You do. It's Taylor's phone, isnt it?" 

"Ih is" 

Taking a deep breath, he looked at the phone before letting out a mewl of resignation 

"Wiley, do you know how to transfer a call?" 

"No," he softly admitted 

He slumped in the chair and rested his elbows on the desk Maybe he wasn't cut out for this job after all 


Maybe he needed to go back to doing something simple. Some no brain nine to five job where he could slump 


home and get high as a kite afterwards. 


"See the button that says Transfer? Press that and then dial 69. You'll hear it start to ring. Once Taylor picks 
up, tell him I'm on the line and then press the button on the headset cable. That will disconnect you and 
connect the two of us. Got it?" 


"Got it" 

"And Wiley?" 

His fingers hovered over the buttons. "Yeah?" 

"When you see the lights go out on the phone, | want you to come to my office. Okay?" 

Wiley felt a lump form in his throat. "Okay." 

"See you soon, Wiley." 

Swallowing around the choking lump, he did as Dave asked. When Taylor picked up, Wiley told him that Dave was 
on the other line and disconnected himself. Then he sat, in silence, and watched the two red lights that signalled 
that Dave and Taylor were talking. Probably about why Taylor had bought a guy who didn't even know how to 
use a phone in to the studio. 

When the lights went out, Wiley's heart dropped and a clammy chill settled over his skin. Placing the headset 
on the desk, he pushed himself back and slowly began to walk to Dave's office. His walk took him passed every 


accolade that the band had ever won. Shiny discs and posters were framed on the walls, Dave's face staring 


down at him like some kind of George Orwellian nightmare. If only the walls weren't watching him.. 


This is it. Im getting fired Not even a day in to the job and Im getting fred And its all because you thought the 
guy was going to stick his hands in your pants. Would you have cared if he did? Of course not. He's a good looking 
guy. Well built and obviously good in bed You shouldn't knock him if he comes calling Because when are you gonna 
get a man lke that again, huh? 


Standing before the closed office door, Wiley took a deep breath before knocking. It was a moment before a 


voice called him in. 


He opened the door and walked in before closing it behind him. Dave was sat at his desk, glasses perched on his 


nose and hair hanging around his face as he looked over some documents. 
"Lock the door, please, Wiley." He didn’t look up as he spoke. 


His heart thundered as he flicked the lock and stood before the desk. Eventually, Dave looked up and gave him 


a small smile. 


He gestured to the seat across from him. "Take a seat." 

Again, Wiley did as he was asked. He wiped his sweaty palms on his jeans and looked at the man who sat before 
him. Dave shifted a little and rested his elbows on the desk. His eyes were warm but Wiley could tell that he 
was a man who didn't like his buttons pushing. Just do as he asked and everything would be okay. The world 
would go on and the Nicest Man in Rock would continue to smile. 

"Taylor tells me that you're one of his friends." 

Wiley nodded. "I am, yeah." 

"And that you met in a bar in Laguna?" 

"We did," he softly replied "I was playing in the bar and we got talking.” 

Dave nodded and hmmmed to himself before he continued, "A couple of weeks ago, he told me that he had a 
friend who needed a job. As luck would have it, we needed a spare pair of hands around the place." Dave leaned 
a little closer and Wiley instinctively found himself leaning back. "I think you're gonna fit in. But | want you to 
relax. You need to relax. It's no good being uptight around here. That's not how we roll. We're a pretty chil 
bunch of a guys and we'd like you to be like that, too. Take your time learning the ropes and finding your little 
riche. ‘cause everyone has a riche here. That little spot that they fit in to. And you'll find yours, too." 

Wiley gave him a tight smile and nodded. 

"And for fuck's sake, stop pussy footing around me," Dave finished with a laugh. "I'm not gonna fire you. I'm not 
gonna bite your head off. | may get a little stressed at time but that's nothing to worry about. Its not aimed 


at you. Unless you've done something drastically wrong, that is." 


Wiley tried to will himself to relax but he couldn't. His hands gripped the arms of the chair and he stared at 


Dave as though he was a deer caught in headlights. It was an expression which caused Dave to frown 
"Do you need help relaxing?" 

He quickly shook his head. "No. No. Im fine. Honestly. | am" 

"Wiley. You can talk to me. Nothing you say will leave this room" 


"Except when you're out drinking with Taylor and then everything comes out." Wiley clamped a hand over his 
mouth before muttering an apology. "l'm sorry. | didn't mean to say that" 


He watched as Dave slumped in to his chair. "I suppose Taylor's told you some stuff, huh?" 


"Yes. Stuff that you've said." 


"| can promise you that anything said to me in confidence will not leave this room. Please trust me, Wiley." 


There was something about Dave's voice that made Wiley ache. A note of heartbreak perhaps? Or of some of 


the freedoms that he'd lost due to his fame? 


The sudden change in the tone forced Wiley to relax. Leaning against the desk, he rested his fingers against 


Dave's wrist. 

"Dave?" 

The dark haired man looked up at him and Wiley realised that he could see beyond the other man's barriers. 
Walls that had been built up over years of being in the public eye were crumbling away and, behind the Nicest 
Man in Rock, was a man who ached to have some kind of normality to his anything but normal life. 

"Is there something you want?" he softly asked. 

"To be wanted" Dave's voice cracked a little and Wiley could tell that he was trying to control his emotions. 


"You are wanted." 


"Yeah, but by many people. Not just one. | just want one person, someone that | really, really like, to sit here 
and talk with me. Just shooting the breeze and having a good time without any expectations." 


Wiley nodded and sighed as he lowered his head. "And you'd like me to be one of those people?" 
"Maybe. 

Standing up, Wiley rounded the desk and crouched down beside Dave. "What would you like me to do?" 
Dave looked at him with those sad, dark eyes. "Just come and sit beside me for a while” 


Wiley pulled the chair around the desk and parked himself beside the dark haired man. For a moment, they sat 
in silence before Dave rested his head on Wiley's shoulder. Wiley smiled softly to himself. 


“Taylor told me about this," he murmured. "That there were times when you felt like you needed someone. Said 


it was a by-product of the industry.” 


He felt Dave nod against his shoulder and he lifted his hand to stroke over the dark strands of hair that fell 


over his shoulder. 


"It is," Dave replied. "I love this industry. | love playing music. | want to make a better world for people. But 


sometimes you have to sacrifice things. And those sacrifices can be painful." 


Dark eyes turned to look up at him and Wiley felt his resolve weakening. Dave was hurting and obviously 
needed the closeness to make himself feel better. In a world where everyone saw him as the Nicest Man in 


Rock, many didn't realise that he, too, had insecurities. 
"What do you want, Dave?" he whispered. 
"Kiss me. Please." 


Wiley smiled. He wanted to say Well, youre a litte forward, arent you? But, under the circumstances, it didn't 
seem right. Sliding a hand in to Dave's hair, he leaned closer and brushed his lips against the other man's. 
Beneath him, Dave mewled and pressed himself closer, his hand sliding to clasp Wiley's back 


Dave felt good; his lips were soft and plump and Wiley felt himself falling under the other man’s spell. He could 
see why Taylor loved him so much. Dave was a rainbow of emotions which came and went in the privacy of 
his own home. No one outside saw them. The media especially didn't see them. But once he was with people 
that he knew and trusted, Dave let it all out. He wore his heart on his sleeve, and Wiley appreciated that. He 
liked people that he could read so easily. 


Their kiss deepened and he moaned softly, his hand winding in to Dave's hair. The other man's tongue flicked 
over his lower lip, teasing him in to opening up. Wiley was only too happy to welcome him in, giving Dave 
everything that he had. 

"Come home with me this evening?” Dave quietly asked. 


Relaxed and happy, Wiley smiled into their kiss. "Gladly." 


It was funny how things could change in the blink of an eye. How a perception could be changed to prove that 
it was wrong. Or how life could change into something more amazing than was ever thought possible. 


